ONS 


\ 


t 
[RE 

t+ 


if 
+ pees 


WEE 


A Child's Magazine devoted to 


Practical Christianity 


Publishod on the 10th of ° 
each month hy Umt-y School 
of Christranits, Unity. Bldg... 
Tenth and Tracy Ave, Kansas 
City, Missour1.One do 
year, fen cents a 
oreign subscriptions, six 
avear Entorod* 
class matter 
at the post offic 
at Kansas Cr 
undor the act of March3, 
1879. 


MAY, 1920 


= 
fi: 


MAY, 1920 


Ate 


The Litlle Gray House 
the End of ‘the Lane 


7. 


that spent days in the woods, hunting wild flowers, study- 
ing the birds, watching the habits of the furry creatures 

® || and learning the names of the trees. Each child had a col- 
: lection of his own, according to his different interests. 
LX” Party, the little dog, was allowed to accompany them on 
these excursions and was a member in good standing so long as he be- 
haved himself; but it must be mentioned that his behavior was the result 
of careful training and discipline, rather than the result of any desire 
on his own part. At first he scampered through the woods frightening 
every timid little creature, just in the same spirit the boys had fright- 
ened him with the tin can and bell. But by patient watching and by 
many a sharp cuff, Party was taught to slip quietly behind the children 
and make his presence known only by a soft cold little nose against a 
hand, or by a warm little body curled up at their feet when resting 
time came. 

A lunch basket was an indispensable part of these tramping ex- 
cursions, and was never upon any condition forgotten. Every one 
seemed to remember it, even when textbook, camera or overshoes were 
overlooked. The tramp usually ended at Clear Brook, where the chil- 
dren, muddy and tired, took off their shoes and stockings and waded 
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and splashed about and then went home, happy and enthusiastic, 
their arms full of treasures and their minds full of happy thoughts. 

And Fay? Surely she was about her Father’s business! When 
she got tired, as she often did, she remembered those words that had 
come to her so suddenly there by the bed of heartsease—the purple 
heartsease that she had almost forgotten and yet had dreamed about in 
those years of wandering! She began to associate her days among 
these children with her own ease of heart, her own contentment of mind. 
If she neglected these children, if she felt lazy or indifferent, if she 
were disinclined to carry out the plan of the walk or swim or kite- 
sailing, she at once felt her ease of heart clouded and unsettled. “‘It’s 
— a superstition,” she would say, but nevertheless the feeling was 
there! 

It was no small task she had assigned herself, and it grew larger 
as the days went by, each day bringing its own responsibility. It 
took time and study to prepare her bird talks, to hunt up information, 
to answer the questions of these quick young minds. She who had 
been accustomed to come and go as she pleased, found it hard to con- 
form her will and desire to that of others. She was accustomed to 
having her own way,—a habit easily acquired, but hard, oh, so hard 
to break! Difficult as it was, she never allowed the children to know 
how hard it was at times to overcome her old well-formed habits of 
selfishness and laziness, and her success lay in their thinking and be- 
lieving that she enjoyed every moment with them as much as they 
enjoyed being with her. 

“Do you ’member how scared you were of shadows, Miss Fay, 
the first day you came into this little gray house>’’ asked Pat, “And 
now you never think of shadows, do you?” 

Fay was standing before the fireplace in the gathering dusk. The 
fire had been kindled after a chilling shower, and the flickering light 
cast her dancing shadow up and down the floor and wall. As she 
glanced behind her, Fay shivered a little. ““The shadows that frighten 
us the most are usually the ones we cast ourselves, Pat. It doesn’t 
make me easier in my mind to know that the shadow that frightened 
me so long ago was one I made myself—it only makes me dread it the 
more. Yes, I really think quite a lot about shadows, even yet.” 

“Tell me, Miss Fay, please. You really don’t mean shadows 
when you say you're afraid; really shadows?” Pat’s mother had 
said she might stay all night, and the two girls were seating themselves 
before the fireplace, preparatory to toasting marshmallows in the glow- 
ing coals. 

Fay glanced: behind her again before she answered, “Well, in a 
figurative way, Pat, I do mean shadows. You said once that the 
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sun drove the shadows away, but when we stand in our own light we 
make the shadow ourselves. I used to think it was something else, but 
lately, since I’ve come back to this little gray house at the end of the 
lane, I understand many things I never knew about before. The 
shadow I used to be afraid of, I made myself, but I have thought for 
years it was some one else who stood in my light.”” On the end of a 
long, pointed stick, Fay held a marshmallow over the coals until it 
foamed and bubbled and grew a crispy brown, as she turned it now 
right, now left with deft skill. “It makes me more afraid of the 
shadow now, Pat, to know it was my—my fault—.” For a mo- 
ment Fay forgot her figure of speech. ‘You're too little to under- 
stand, Pat, but remember from my experience that by casting our 
own shadow and standing in our own light, we often take the sunshine 
from others. We can find a certain amount of satisfaction in suffer- 
ing for our own mistakes, but there is no comfort or consolation for 
having made others suffer—there is no way to atone.” 

Pat’s melting marshmallow was dripping over the hearth in a 
most uneasy fashion, and the little girl was too much occupied in the 
manipulation of her pointed stick to pay close attention to her com- 
panion’s dispirited remarks. After the confection was safely landed 
and deposited between two rows of white little teeth, the child turned 
with an exclamation of pleasure, “O, Miss Fay, I forgot the very 
thing I came over to tell you! My big soldier brother’s coming home 
next week. Mummy just got the message this evening. No, he’s 
not really, truly my brother, but Mummy used to call him her son after 
his own mummy went away, and he always called me little sister.’ 
He’s a big, brave soldier, and he’s coming home to stay. Oh, won't 
we have fun, Miss Fay, when he comes! He'll go with us on all our 
walks—we'll let him, won’t we? He’s a lumberman, and he knows 
all about trees.” Pat prattled on and on about this beloved “big 
brother,” too absorbed in her own talk to realize how quiet and un- 
responsive her friend had become. 

Fay was looking into the fire, and in her heart there was kindled 
a like flame, but it was the flame of jealousy. The hateful, harmful, 
teasing, joy-destroying flame of jealousy! She had not realized how 
deep her love for this child had become, and now—now this soldier 
man would come and spoil it all! For several minutes she watched 
the flame on the hearth and felt the flame in her heart reach higher 
and grow hotter. She glanced behind her and caught her shadow 
bobbing up and down with each of her movements, and she laughed 
aloud i in relief. 


““What are you laughing at?” asked Pat, who saw no cause to 


laugh at her talk of the “big brother.” 
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“Oh, I was laughing at myself, Pat dear,” Fay threw her arms 
around the child and gave her a hug that sent a marshmallow whirling 
into the fire; “I was only laughing at myself for standing in my own 
light and making shadows for other people! Come, get to bed, you 
minx, or we'll not be at the crow’s nest by sunrise.” 


(To be continued.) 


HOW TO FIND THINGS 
EMMA HarrRINGTON TEEL 


“Mamma, I’ve lost my wings,” was the astonishing greeting of a 
certain little cherub as he bounded into the room where mother sat 
sewing. 

True she did not expect to see one of those little fellows without 
any clothes, and even no downy wings, as she looked up at the little, 
freckle-faced, white-headed cherub in blue waist and overalls, but she 
could not help smiling at the thought of the contrast. 

““Help me know there’s nuthin’ ever lost,” he continued. 

““Wouldn’t it be better to know that you put things where they be- 
long when you are through with them? Then papa won’t have to 
spend so much time looking for his tools.” 

“Yep, I wish you "d help me, and then I wouldn’t ketch it every 
time sumpin’s lost.”” 

The busy seven-year-old had a desire to express himself in mak- 
ing things and would become so absorbed in the thought of creation 
that tools were dropped just where they were used and were never re- 
membered again until wanted by some one else. Then he would call 
on mother to invoke Wisdom to help think where he had left them. 

So mother and son got quiet with the thought: ‘Wisdom estab- 
lishes divine order in my mind and affairs, and I remember to put things 
where they belong.” 

This quietness was closed by an eager little voice: “Say, 
mamma, I know where that monkey-wrench is now. It’s out where 
rng ams I were fixin’ the postoffice. We’s usin’ it to hammer up the 

x 

““You’d better go put it in the tool-box, hadn’t you?” asked 
mother, smiling. 

“N’ I know where my wings is too. They’re on the fence where 
I climbed over comin’ from the swimmin’ hole”—for these wings were 
not airy things of down and feathers, but patent affairs to be inflated 
and used by a small boy in learning to swim. 
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E HAVE been so busy flying kites and playing marbles 
\X } that I believe we would enjoy another hike this month. 
What do you all think about it? 


“Me for a hike,” says Paul. 
“Me, too,” says Mary. “This is the month of 


flowers, and we could have such a lot of fun.” 

“All right, where shall we go>” 

““Where there are hills and woods and streams, for that is where 
there are the most flowers,” says Paul. 

“Paul, you must have been flower hunting before. You seem to 
know just where they grow.” 

Since we have all gone together before, I have a plan that I believe 
will interest each of you. This is the plan: Put on your Peter Pan 
cap, play that you are Peter Pan, and take a crowd of boys and girls 
with you for a hike, just as I have taken you. It will be such a lot of 
fun to help them have a good time. I'll take a crowd of boys and 
girls from here, and in that way we will all be together, because we 
will all be interested in the same thing. 

I can tell you what we do here and the kind of flowers we find, 
and at some other time you can tell me what kind of flowers you find 
and the experiences you have. 

“Now, Joe, and Mary, and Paul, and George, get your crowds 
together, and we are off for our May party. Head for the prettiest 
place you know, and just think what a lot of joy we will scatter all 
over the world.” 

I know a valley near one of our parks, and a lot of flowers grow 
in it. A beautiful stream runs down the center, great trees and rocks 
line both sides. Now let’s take a big jump,—and here we are in a 


regular fairyland of flowers, bees, bugs and everything one finds in 
spring! 
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Of course, just as we expected, the very first flower we see is a 
violet, and I suppose that most of the rest of the parties find violets, too, 
because they grow almost every place. And right here is a yellow 
dogtooth violet, and there are some Dutchman’s breeches. Isn’t nature 
a marvelous thing, any way? I wonder how it happens that right out 
of the same little patch of ground come so many kinds of things. Why 
are the leaves green, some flowers pink, some yellow, and some violet? 
Then there are all those different shapes, too,—round, oval, long and 
pointed. How do you suppose nature fixes up all these — out of 
the same dirt and water, air and sunshine? 

“T know, Peter Pan,” I hear some one saying; “‘it is s because the 
seeds are different.” 

“Yes, but what makes the seeds different >” 

Then Mary pipes up, “It is because God had so many ideas that 
it took lots of different plants and flowers to express them all.” 

“ “Then you think each little seed is an idea of God, do you 
ary?” 

Yes, and when it grows and blossoms i in the spring, that is one 
way God tells us how much he thinks of us.’ 

_ That is a very nice way to look at it, and now let us see if we can 
understand how the seeds are like thoughts. 

Did any of you ever divide a seed right through the center where 
the two halves come together? If you did, and examined it closely, 
you found traced on it the outline of a plant or vine. ‘That is the 
thought or plan which the seed looks forward to working out. When 
planted in the ground, it draws from the earth, the air, and the light, 
everything it needs to build the plant out of. 

“But, Peter Pan, where do the colors come from—surely they 
don’t come out of the black ground?” 

“Who can tell us where the colors come from?’ 
“From the light,” says a whole chorus of voices. 

“‘Didn’t you know the colors were all in the light? Of course 
you did, because you have seen the rain divide the sunlight and make 
the rainbow. Yes, and you have seen an irregular piece of glass throw 
all these different colors on the walls of your home, haven’t you? 
Well, you see the little growing plant just sorts out these colors and 
uses what it likes best.” 

“But how is all of this like thoughts, Peter Pan?” 

“*Just this way. Your mind is a great deal like the ground. A 
thought of some kind comes into your mind, and it does just what the 
seed does,—it begins to grow. If it is a beautiful thought it grows 
into a beautiful expression. If an ugly thought,—well, we won’t talk 
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about that, for every Peter Pan boy and girl thinks only good 
thoughts. 

“Suppose we watch a joy thought grow. First, when it is planted 
in the mind, it just sort of feels good. Then as it grows, it begins to 
draw upon us for everything it needs to express itself. Finally we feel 
glad all over, and then the joy thought takes the muscles of the face 
and spreads them out in smiles. It makes our cheeks rosy, and our 
eyes sparkle. Then we want to do something to make others happy, 
and this one little joy thought spreads and grows, getting bigger and 
bigger, so long as it finds a place to grow. It is just the same with 
other thoughts, and when we are all thinking the right kind of thoughts 
we are helping God to beautify the earth and make it a happy place to 
live in. I am sure that we all wish to do only the things that bring 
happiness into the world.” 

But I wonder what is down in this valley. I love to talk to you, 
but we wish to know more about the things spring is doing. So on we 
go through fern beds, mossy spots, breathing the wonderful air and 
feeling the life of spring urging us on. Then, all of a sudden, we hear 
one of the boys ahead of the party, calling, 

“Oh, Peter Pan, here is a dandy fish pond; let’s go fishing!” 

“What a lot of fun! That is, it will be fun to go fishing and 
watch the fish, but what about hurting the fish?” - 

By this time we are all looking over a high rock ledge, down into. 
a clear pool below. And sure enough, there, swimming around in the 
water, are lots of little fish and big fish, enjoying their swim as much 
as we have been enjoying our walk. It would be too bad to spoil 
their party by catching any of them. 

“*T’ll tell you what let’s do—what do you say to our party serving 
refreshments for the fishes’ party? Then, instead of spoiling their 
party, we will help it along. Let’s get some bread from our lunch 
baskets and give them a shower. They will surely believe in fairies 
when they see a shower of bread crumbs drifting down to them.” 

And so we feed the fish and watch them enjoy their surprise re- 
freshments. It is such a lot of fun for us as well as for the fish, and so 
we spread our joy ever so far today. 

After strolling a while longer among the growing trees, grass and 
flowers, we turn back home. A splendid appetite spurs us on, and ere 
long we are enjoying a hearty supper in our own homes. 

Surely out-of-doors and a spirit of joy are good for one’s appetite, 
as well as for one’s disposition. 


“*There’s something in the air that’s new and sweet and rare— 
A scent of summer things, a whir as if of wings.” 
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TAE 
The Story of a Little Pueblo Indian Boy 
Part Ill. 


AE and Juan had found their school life very interesting, 
indeed. During the fall and winter months there had been 
football and basketball games between the Indian school 
and other schools in the state. Of course, only the older 
boys took part in the games, but Tae and Juan were anx- 

| {7 ~—}j ious spectators, and they dreamed of the day when they, 

too, should hold up the honor of the school. 

Only once, since Tae had left the pueblo, had he seen his par- 
ents. On this occasion his father and mother had driven to town to 
trade some of their wares for food and clothing. That night they 
had made their camp near the school. The boys were allowed to 
visit the camp, and while there Tae’s father told them of the Indian 
dance that was to be held at the pueblo a little later in the season. 
He promised to come and take them out to the village, so that they 
could witness the dance. 

Now, these dances are the big 
events of the year with these 
simple people. It is on these oc- 
casions that all labors are laid 
aside and the people turn out to 
exchange greetings and to thank 
the Great Spirit for their many 
blessings. In fact, little Indian 
children look forward to these 
days very much the same as little 4 
white children look forward to $7 
Thanksgiving and Christmas. So ¢ 
you may imagine how anxious //%& 
Tae and Juan were for the time &Z 
to come. 

They counted the days as they 
passed, until finally the day came 
when they found themselves once a 
more seated in the. bed of the big wagon, and this time driving back to 
their homes and friends. 

- The weather was now very cold, but Tae’s father had brought 
plenty of warm blankets for the boys to wrap themselves in, although 
he rode all day with scarcely any covering at all. 
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The snow on either side of the road was quite deep, but as it was 
packed very hard in the center of the road, they traveled along at a 
good rate of speed, arriving at the village early in the evening. 

The pueblo was astir, with every one preparing for the big 
event that was to take place the following day. It was not only 
necessary for the dancers to get their ceremonial costumes ready, but 
as many visitors were expected from the 
other pueblos, it was necessary to prepare 
food for them. 

Early the following morning the visi- 
tors began to arrive, and by the middle of 
the forenoon the big plaza in the center of 
the village was crowded with a strange 
group of people. There were white peo- 
ple in autos, Mexican. horsemen and In- 
dians in their wagons. 

Among the Indian visitors from the 
other villages, was Tae’s little cousin Jose. 
He was not yet old enough to go to school, 
and Tae and Juan had many interesting 
things to tell him about their school exper- 
iences. Then their conversation drifted to 
the big event of the’ day, and the little boys 
could hardly wait for the dance to begin. 

Then the faint boom-boom-boom of the 
drums was heard coming from the cere- 
monial kiva. Every one knew that the 
dance was about to begin, and soon the 
musicians emerged from the kiva, formed a 
line and started up a wierd chant, which 
they accompanied by their drums. 

Following them came the long line of dancers arrayed in buck- 
skin, paint and eagle feathers. The costume, as a whole, represented 
the eagle; this bird is supposed to be in constant communication with 
the powers in the sky. 

Each dancer carried a rattle in his right hand, and in his left a 
peace spear, which was merely a long wand covered with cloth and 
feathers. 

The women who assisted in the dance wore brilliantly colored 
clothing and high buckskin moccasins of their own make. 

When the line of dancers had formed, the drums were beaten 
more rapidly, and the long line of dancers started swaying to the rythm 
of the music. The noise of the drums, the chant of the Indians, and 
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the jingle of the strings of sleigh bells which the dancers wore around 

their bodies, made a never to be forgotten impression on the many 

white visitors who saw the dance for the first time. But to the little 

Indian boys, who knew the real meaning of the ceremony, it was one 

of the grandest experiences of their lives. As Tae’s father was one of 
the drummers, the three boys 
were allowed to stand close 
to the musicians, whom they 
followed closely as the line 
of musicians and dancers 
moved toward the far end of 
the plaza. Then slowly 
they moved back to the start- 
ing point, singing and danc- 
ing as they went. This 
ended the first part of the 
ceremony and all of the 
participants disappeared into 
the kiva. 

After a short intermission 
they appeared once more, 
and this time their move- 

ments were a repetition of the first part of the dance, except that the 
line moved in a different direction. This movement was repeated at 
intervals during the day, until they had danced to each of the four 
cardinal points of the compass and once to the center of the plaza, 
which represented the world center. 

Although this particular dance was called a war dance, and in 

‘some respects was similar to the old Sioux war dance, yet in reality it 
was a prayer for peace, and was offered to the Great Spirit in order 
that the people might be free from war. 

It was late in the day when the dance was over, and it was time 
for little Jose to leave his friends; he thanked them for helping him to 
enjoy such a wonderful day and invited Tae and Juan to come and 
visit him at his home. They thanked him and told him that they 


would ride over and pay him a visit as soon as vacation time came. 


“Ts there a cross word that tries to be said? 
Don’t let it, my dear, don’t let it! 
Just speak two pleasant ones, quick, instead, | 
And that will make you forget it.” 
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{0D IS im our hearts. He is in your heart and in my heart. 
The first place to look for God is in the heart. 
God is health. Because God is is in your heart and 
a cd in mine, his health is in you and in me. We can never be 
ON sick, because God’s health is in us. 
« God is in our homes, and his health is with him in our 
homes. He is in our schoolrooms and on our playgrounds, and his 
health is with him. Nothing can take him away from us, and because 
this is true, nothing can take his health away from us. Nothing can 
take him out of your life or mine, so you know that nothing can take 
his health out of your life, and I know that nothing can take his health 
out of my life. 

We know that God is everywhere. But there are some places 
where we can think of him or see him more clearly than in others. 

We know that light is everywhere in our good world, and we 
know that light is more plainly to be seen in some places than in others. 
There is light in the air, some light, in even the very dark nights. The 
air of day is always light. But in the sun, the light is much brighter 
than it can ever be in the air. That is the way it is with God’s health. 
It is in the air which we breathe all the time; it is in the water which we 
drink ; it is in the food which we eat. It is indoors and out. It is upon 
the mountain and in the valley. It is everywhere and everywhere. 
But the place where we feel God’s health is in us; in your heart and 
in mine. 

Our hearts are like suns which send out the light and warmth of 
health, and we can call them our Health Suns. The sun in the sky 
helps the plants to grow and to be strong, and God’s health in us 
makes our bodies grow and makes them to be strong. We are really 
suns that send out health to others, like the sun in the sky sends out 
light and warmth to the earth. We must never let clouds of sickness 
come over us. 

If one of us forgets about God’s life and health being in us, a 
cloud comes over the sun of our health. So we are going to remember 
always that God is in us and that his health is in us, keeping us well 
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and strong. Then, if a cloud does try to come up, we will drive it 
away by letting the Health Sun in us shine, and shine, and shine. No 
cloud of sickness can stay where there is such brightness as that; if we 
turn the shine on it, the cloud will melt, and the light will come out and 
seem to be much clearer than before. This is letting God heal us. 

If some one else forgets about the Health Sun, we will help him 
to remember the clear, warm health which is really shining all the time 
for him. When we do this we are helping his Health Sun to drive a 
cloud away. This is letting God heal one another. 

If we practice using health words we will always remember about 
God’s health being in us and around us. Here are some health words 
for ourselves : 

God is in my heart, and God is health. His health keeps me 
healthy all the time. 

We can use almost the same words for others, and say for them: 

God is in your heart, and God is health. His health in you — 
you healthy all the time. 


QUESTIONS ON HEALTH 


_ Where do we first look for God? 
What is God? 
Why cannot we be sick ? 
Name some of the places where God and his health are found. 
Why can nothing ever take God’s health away from us? 
What are our hearts like? 
What does God’s health in us make us do? 
How can we drive away sick clouds? 
Tell about the Health Sun. 
How do we let God heal us? 
How do we let God heal one another? | 
Why do we practice health words? 


HIAWATHA’S CHICKENS 


Then the little Hiawatha 

Learned of every bird its language, 
Learned their names and all their secrets, 
How they built their nests in Summer, 
Where they hid themselves in Winter, 
Talked with them whene’er he met them, 
Called them “Hiawatha’s Chickens.” 


—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 
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THE SUNBONNET 


HE Wee Wisdoms and the Busy Sunbeams will all be 
glad, I am sure, to know that Dolly is now taking and en- 
Joying a vacation trip with me, her mother. Dolly and I 

® || are so busy visiting, sight-seeing, riding on trains, boats, 

street cars and the like, doing all that one is expected to do 
on such a trip, that we shall not have time for a very long 
lesson; but Dolly needs a sunbonnet, so we shall make her one and 
this will be our lesson. We are using some soft white material, be- 
cause it will not fade when washed. 

Cut the material according to the pattern, which consists of two 


pieces, the crown and the back. The crown must have three thick- 
nesses, the top, the under side, and the lining. Pin these three pieces 
together evenly. Baste them as shown in sketch 3, then sew them 
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firmly, using the backstitch. Now, turn the crown right side out and 
press the seam by rolling it between 
the forefinger and the thumb; baste 
the edge to keep it from bulging. 
Place the crown and the back of the 
bonnet together, so that the notches 
will match exactly. 

Run a gathering thread from 
notch to notch in the back, and ar- 
range the gathers evenly. Baste, 
then sew firmly. Turn the bonnet so 
the right side will be out. 

Now, we will use the feather- 
stitch which we learned to make in our last lesson; we will put a pretty 
finish on Dolly’s bonnet by featherstitching ; 
the edge with heavy blue embroidery thread. 4a 
Sew blue ribbon ties to the bonnet to hold it f: f 
firmly on Dolly’s head. Next month Dolly 
will write to you herself, and she will tell you 
of her trip. 


és THE MONTH OF MAY 
i | Here I am, and how do you do? 


I’ve come afar to visit you. 
Little children, glad and free 
Are you ready now for me? 


I’m the month of May! 


I’ve a store of treasures rare 

Laid away with greatest care; 
Days of sunshine, song and flowers, 

| Earth made into fairy bowers! 

7 3 I’m the month of May! 


—Selected. 
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MAY DAY 
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A holiday from field and shop 
They celebrate in Happyhop, 
When yearly comes the sweet Mayday 
As kept in good oldfashioned way — 
A long, deep day of fun and joy, 

For maid and matron, man and boy. 
As in a dream | viewed the sight, 

With honest pen, the facts I'll write. 


Up from their beds of restful sleep 

Just as the birds began to peep, 

The children, dressing with swift care 
Rushed out into the morning air; 

And in due time the others came, 

Both Prince and Princess, Squire and Dame, 
And happy folk from farm and mill 


Came hurrying in jolly will, 
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To where, in light of smiling dawn, 
The Maypole stood upon the lawn. 


With singing birds in bush and tree, 
And south wind blowing soft and free, 
With flowers growing on the hills, 
And bright lights shining in the rills, 
With gladness of the merry spring 
Reflected in each living thing, 

No fairer picture can be seen 

Than children playing on the green. 


Of all the laughing children there, 

I speak of one so good and fair 

That each true Happyhopper's tongue 
Had many times her praises sung. 
So kind was she, so sweet of face, 

So dear was she, so clothed in grace, 


iW & 
r 
| 
) 
- 
| 
| | 
| 
| 
| | 


To tell her worth in hinted part, 
They called the maiden Goldenheart. 


A chaplet bright the Princess wove 

Of brilliant blooms from field and grove. 
The snowy white of wayside thorn, 
The wild rose tinted like the morn, 
She twined with timid violet 

And sprays of fragrant. mignonette; 
The lily gleaming on her breast 


She set as jewel in the rest. 


And, “who shall wear the wreath?” you ask. 
To choose the queen was no great task, 
For all the people, with one mind, 

Cried, “Goldenheart, the maiden kind!” 
The Prince, as Master of the Day, 
Crowned Goldenheart the Queen of May. 
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Now comes the lilt of homeland song, 

i With chorus ringing clear and long. 

The Maypole flames in colors gay, 

q The small feet patter, bodies sway. 

m The children dancing in and out 

. = Have twined the ribbons round about, | 

; 4 Until the pole stands richly dressed 
From greening earth up to its crest. 


As swiftly fows the mountain stream, 
So passed the pageant of my dream. 
And when in sleep again I stop 

To visit pleasant Happyhop, 

I'll take along a pad and pen, 

And what I see I'll write again. 
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WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
 Motto—Love never faileth. 
— three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 
Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 


Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


| HIS has been a rainy month, but in spite of all the chill 
and water the Unity Boosters had a picnic last Saturday. 


We had planned to go to Unity Farm, but it was so cold 
® || that we contented ourselves with a trip to a near-by park, 
where we built a big fire and roasted potatoes. The wild 
| flowers were in full bloom, and we trooped over the hills 
seeking blue violets and yellow violets and spring beauties and all the 
other little people of the wildwood. After playing over the hills for a 
couple of hours, what appetites we had! When we returned, the 
ladies had made piles and piles of’jam sandwiches and had cut just 
heaps of cake, and there were cookies and potato salad. My! but we 
had a big day of it, and every Booster learned to love the great out- 
doors. We placed all the scraps in a heap for the birds and squirrels 
and other little friends of the woods. We had used their playground 
and felt that they should have something in return. The birds sang to 
us while we ate, the squirrels chattered and played, and one little snake 
came out to see what was going on. We were just “kinda’”’ scared, but 
the little snake really didn’t mean any harm; but was just being soci- 
able. We rode home with twenty-two of us packed in “Ippe II.” 
Twenty-two people just about fill a five passenger auto, don’t they ? 
Have you seen the new Peter Pan Hats? They are the cutest 
little caps with a feather and a pine tree on them—and everything. 
Wee Wisdom sends them to you for getting new subscribers. By the 
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way, have you noticed what lovely pictures and novel ideas Wee 
Wisdom has lately? She is every bit alive with the spirit of service 
and love. The editors and artist just put all their time and thought on 
the good things to give you. 

The printer is waiting to put this in type and send it to you, so I 
must say good-by. Lovingly, RoYAL. 


Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Boosters—It is again time to write my letter for Wee Wisdom. 

- The wonderful spring call comes so clearly that it is hard to settle down and 
work at all. The Unity people are planning a truck ride out to Unity 
Farm in a few days, and are going to cut potatoes to plant, and will have 
a good time besides. 

I wish all the Boosters could be here for the big Booster meeting at the 
farm on May Day. They will have a fine time looking over the farm; 
and it is a real farm with a tractor, and lots of potatoes and things planted. 
Peter Pan has a little house out there where he goes to get next to Mother 
Nature. Then he tells us about the out-of-doors: Well, as I have no 
more time, will leave until next month. I wish you all lots of good luck in 
school, the good luck that comes from work and knowing the secret of God 
as our intelligence. Good-by, Earnest Balitzell. 


North Esplanade, Semaphore, South Australia. - 
Dear Wees—I like your letters very much. I have recently joined 
the Scouts, and believe I will enjoy it. I have sent some of your poems to 
“The Children’s Hour,” which is our school paper, and they are going to 
be published. I am studying the violin. I passed my examination in music 
successfully last year. With love, Roger Nicholls. 
Just see what a long journey Roger’s letter has made! We are 
glad he likes Wee Wisdom’s poems i all to send them to his school 
paper. 
Dublin, Ireland. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I received the Booster pins and the Peter Pan 
cap. The cap amused us no end. Our club has four members. We are 
at boarding school at present, and have quite good fun. Your new cover 
is very nice, and I like it better than the old one. This is St. Patrick’s Day, 
and we are all searching for four-leaved shamrocks. We like the “Little 
Gray House” very much. Some of the letters are absolutely killing; we 
roared over them. We would like some of the Boosters to write to.us. Our 
club is the Shamrock Club. We call the three little monkeys Tom, Dick, 
and Harry. With best love, Emily, Sec. 


a 
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This letter is from Emily Martin, 25 Lower Leeson St., and we 


are sure the Boosters would enjoy corresponding with her, or with the 


other members of the club. 


Chiwaukum, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am so glad to make my report to you this time, 
for I feel that I have made such a big advance in Truth. My hopes now 
are that I may become a teacher and a healer in Truth. A friend is help- 
ing me, and she is studying also. I feel so much better and happier, and 
my mother is glad for me too. I am learning the “Prayer of Faith;” it 
has helped me. Yours in Love and Truth, Eathyl Brunk. 


Surely all the Boosters will rejoice in Eathyl’s splendid letter, 
and we will know for her that the Spirit of the Lord is with her always, 
blessing her in all that she undertakes. 


Hastings-on-Hudson. 
Dear Wee Wisdees— This i is the first time I have written to you, but 
I love the little magazine very much. Mamma reads me the pillow verses 
every night. I love God and nature. I am fond of lying in bed and 
watching the stars, while they make their little faces go wink, wink, wink, 
and I like to watch the moon looking down on me with his big round eyes 
and smiling mouth. Then in the morning I watch the sun come rising over 
the hills through the trees, and I listen to the birds singing. I love to listen 
to the birds, and to see the rabbits go hop, hop, hop through the woods. 
When the sun rises it fills the world with good cheer. Over the hills are 
the rocks and trees, and God is in them both. God is in all nature, and we 
can find him, if we look for him. I want to be a Booster. Your loving 

friend, Harold Bailey Higgins. 


Indeed, Harold, there is no place where God is not, and you are 


a wise boy to be seeking him, and to appreciate the beautiful things 
he has made. 


Ruth Lorine Maloney, 590 Walnut St., Riverside, Cal., would 
like to hear from some of the Wees. Ruth says, “I am the only girl 
around here who is blessed with parents who are Truth students.” 


Isn’t it splendid to see a girl appreciate her parents and the Truth, 
after this fashion? 


Ira Smith, of Broadbent, Ore., says that one day recently he had 
a pain in his side, and his mamma told him to read “Peter Pan,” in 
Wee Wisdom. He did so, and became so interested that he forgot all 
about the pain, and when he finished reading it was entirely gone. 
That is always the way. If we will just remember to put some other 
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thought in the place of the “pain thought,” all our little inharmonies 
will disappear. 

Crystal Nixdorff, of Walla Walla, Wash., would like to know if 
there is a Booster Club in her city. 

Matilda Dudal, of Arcata, Cal., sends a word of praise for 
Wee Wisdom’s stories and poems. 

From New York City comes a little letter from Frank A. Wilson, 
saying he loves Wee Wisdom. 


Arline Gray, of Gunnison, Colo., asks about writing stories for 
Wee Wisdom. We are glad to have little original stories, along Truth 
lines, nature or animal stories, or anything that has a good point, and 
that is wholly in keeping with the teachings of Wee Wisdom. 


From Teresa Banks, of Cache, Okla., comes a word of appreci- 
ation for “The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane.” 


Margaret Woodruff, of Pomona, Cal., tells how very helpful 


she finds the little “Prayer of Faith.” We are glad our Boosters are 


learning the value of true words spoken in faith. 


From a friend in Berkeley, Cal., comes the suggestion that it 
would be helpful to have a small prosperity bank for the use of the 
Boosters. Charles Bossiex, who makes the suggestion, thinks the 
Boosters would like to join in a prosperity thought, and that a Booster 
Bank would help to establish the idea of permanent prosperity in the 
minds of the children. What do you say, Boosters? 


Harriet Eells tells us that it snowed in Los Gatos, Cal., in March. 
This seems to have been quite a joke played upon them by their 
weather man. 


Irene Parker, of Detroit, Mich., asks why more of bile letters 
are not published. Since the Booster department is growing so rap- 
idly, Ye Editor finds that it is impossible to publish every letter, and 
in order that no little friend may be slighted, she tries to select the very 
best letters each month for publication. To find a place in Wee Wis- 
dom, a letter must have in it things that are of interest to all the Wees, 
and not just family news or things of personal interest to the writer. 
So, Irene, make your letters of general interest, and they will be better 
suited to the columns of Wee Wisdom. 


Marian Kathryn Swenson, of Livingston, Cal., sends us the fol- 
lowing good cake receipt, which all the Boosters will like: 


GoLDEN CAKE—One cup of faith; one cup of zeal; two good 
resolutions, beaten into daily practice; one-half cup of milk of human 
kindness; two cups of charity; one teaspoon of forbearance, flavored 
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with the essence of humility. Season with the spice of wisdom and stir 
in plenty of fruit of good work. Bake through a lifetime in the oven 
of righteousness, and cover with the frosting of purity. 

A number of Boosters have made inquiry this month concerning 
the Peter Pan caps. Some want to know how much they cost, and 
others wish to know how to earn them. The caps are not for sale, but 
any Booster sending in five subscriptions to Wee Wisdom is entitled 
to acap. Wouldn’t it be a pretty sight to see every Booster wearing 
a Peter Pan cap? And only think what an extensive traveler Wee 
Wisdom would be then! 

Dotty Ferguson, of St. Louis, Mo., inquires when the story, 
“The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane,” started. The first 
installment was in the August number, 1919. There is no charge for 
membership in the Booster Club, Dotty. We have enrolled you, and 
we welcome you as a fellow Booster. 


It looks as though Wee Wisdom might have to enlarge her Club 
room. Just see the new names on the Booster roll this month: 


Reynold Allen, Alma I. Manchester, Vivian Bottleson, Pauline 
Zoeller, Treva Croy, Dorothy Sherman, Nellie Karlson, Maurine 
Williams, Ethel Witherspoon, Jessie Linrothe, Sidney Wyman, Viola 
Davis, Patricia Kennedy, Roxie Carrier, Frances Howard, Helen 
Spitznagel, Lucella Weaver, Dorothy Long, Brooks Hill, Billie 
Louisa Wylde, Leslie Reid, Virginia Southmayer,.Genevieve Kulper, 
Amelia, Josephine and Duncan Perry, Alta Thomas. 


We are glad to see so many of the Boosters wishing to correspond 
with each other. Soon we will have formed a shining circle around 
the earth, which will radiate light into every dark corner, and then 
what a bright, beautiful world this will be! Here are the addresses 
of those who wish to hear from other Boosters: 


Mary Sanders, Route 5, Box 68, Moscow, Idaho. Celia and 
Doris Dubuque, Route 2, Box 100, Snohomish, Wash. Alma I. 
Manchester, North Windham, Mass. Marian Kathryn Swenson, 
Box 192, Livingston, Cal. Irmine Kennedy, Route |, Lanham, Md. 
Dorothy Sherman, 104 B. Wildwood Apt., Jackson, Mich. Crystal 
Nixdorff, Walla Walla, Wash. Sidney Wyman, 22 Lincoln St., 
Gardner, Mass. Patricia Kennedy, 2014 14th Ave. N., Seattle, 
Wash. Loyal Treat, 1624 Garden St., Santa Barbara Girl’s School, 
Santa Barbara, Cal. Billie Louisa Wylde, 775 E. 28th St., Port- 
land, Ore. Leslie Reid, Kingston, Idaho. 


We have several good stories and letters that do not appear now 


because we are saving them for the Birthday Number of Wee Wisdom. 


WEE WISDOM 


THE GENII'S JUG 


D THEY lived happy ever after,”’ finished Mother, clos- 
ing the book she had been reading to Dolly and Fred. 
“I wish we had fairies ’n witches, ’n dragons, ’n all 
those things like they have in books,” sighed Fred. 
g “Oh, yes! and sleeping beauties and princes,” added 
Dolly. 
 “Tt’s no use wishin’,” said Fred dolefully; “there ain’t any spells 
or enchantments, or changelings, or anything.” - 

And Fred and Dolly’s faces reflected the unhappy thought of 
having to live in such an uninteresting, everyday old kind of a world. 

““What’s that?” inquired Uncle Billy in a bright, breezy voice, 
as he laid aside his paper. “You're all wrong. This is a wonderful 
old world, and I know where there are lots of live fairies and sleeping 
beauties, and princes, and not very far from here, either.”” 

The children were all attention at once. 

“Really! Live fairies>”’ was the spontaneous question of each, 
and a moment later Uncle Billy’s lap was full of enthusiastic little 
questioners. 

“Yes,” answered Uncle Billy, “live fairies and gnomes and 
changelings, sleeping beauties, and no end of things.” 

“Oh! Oh! Tell us all about them, won’t you Uncle Billy? 
And how to find them for ourselves,” clamored the children. 

Uncle Billy glanced up at the clock, and then into the expectant 
faces of the children, as he answered, “Too near bedtime to begin a 
fairy story tonight, but I'll tell you a secret. I found a sleeping beauty 
today, while I was spreading the garden, getting ready for next spring, 
and if you'll let me up, I'll show her to you.” 

Uncle Billy went into the hall, and taking something from his 
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coat docket, came back into the room wad held-out his hand for the 
children to behold his precious find. 

“Oh, my! How funny it looks! Just like a little brown pitcher 
or jug; but there isn’t really a fairy or sleeping beauty in it, is there?” 
asked Fred. 

“A jug!” chuckled Uncle Billy. “Yes, a genii’s jug. An en- 
chanted moon fairy is sleeping in it. Now if you will run right along 
to bed as good children should, some convenient time I'll tell you of 
this sleeping moon fairy in the genii’s jug.” 

The children obediently retired, and Uncle Billy chuckled to 
himself, as he laid the little mystery on the table, and picked up the 
discarded paper. 

No sooner had Uncle Billy settled himself in the big chair by the 
fire place next evening, than Dolly and Fred were in his lap, reminding 
him, of his promise to tell them all about the moon fairy. 

“To be sure, to be sure,” said Uncle Billy, “Show do fairy stories 
usually begin?” 
“Once upon a time,” volunteered Fred. 

“Well then, once upon a time, and not a very long time ago 
either, in the land that is named for the river of mud, there was an 
orchard of love apples, and every day or two a big giant would come 
with a great big hoe, and loose the ground all around each little tree. 
Now, all unknown to this giant, moon fairies had hidden a number of 
tiny little packages beneath the big leaves of the love apple trees. __ 

““Now if the giant had known that each one of these little pack- 
ages had hidden away in it an unborn greeny, he would have destroyed 
them all, and then there would have been no moon fairy in the little 
brown jug to tell about.” 

The children’s eyes opened wide, and the mystery deepened. 

“You see,”” continued Uncle Billy, “as springtime grew later and 
jolly old Mr. Sun had been smiling a little brighter and warmer than 
usual down upon good old Mother Earth, three of these little packages 
began to open of themselves, and what do you think came out of 
them?” 

“Oh, moon fairies!’’ cried both children at once. 

“Well, not exactly, though they were moon fairy babies, and 
Spring had touched them with her magic, and waked them out of 
their sleep-cradles, and what do you think! They looked like funny 
little greenies with large heads and six tiny feet near their heads, and 
all along the rest of their bodies lots of little wrinkles, which they used 
for feet, with a little sharp horn for a tail. 

“‘As time went on, and the love apple trees grew larger and 
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larger, all these little greenies busied themselves with devouring the 
leaves, and when the big giant found what was happening to his 
precious love apple trees, he began to hunt for the greedy greenies, 
and gathering them up he threw them to some cackling, squalling ogres. 
Only one little greeny escaped the big giant, and he in his fright had 
climbed into a love apple tree where the big leaves hid him. Someway 
his wisdom led him to avoid greed, and to crawl with his six little feet 
and all the wrinkles that served for feet, from one love apple tree 
to another. This was tedious and hard work for the body of the little 
greeny, yet he was careful not to let the big giant find his feeding 
place, for he knew he would soon be through with eating leaves. 

He was now growing bigger and fatter, and the little breezes 
began blowing from the North, and as they blew they sang this little 
song to greeny: 

You had better dig down, 
You had better dig deep; 
Jack Frost is coming 

It’s time you're asleep. 

“Something within greeny responded to the message of the little 
breezes, and told him just how to get down into Mother Earth’s brown 
bed, where he would be safe from big giants and Jack Frost’s mis- 
chievous fingers. 

“‘Now it happened, when a deep sleep fell upon little greeny, a 
good genie put him into a jug and enchanted him so that only the touch 
of spring sunshine could awaken him. 

““When the big giant went out into his garden with his spade to 
make ready for the next year’s growths, lo and behold! his spade went 
right down into little greeny’s hiding place, and brought out this,” and 
Uncle Billy held out to them the little genii’s jug. 

“0-0-0!” shouted the children in chorus, ““and were you the big 
giant, Uncle Billy >” 

In a little less enthusiastic voice Fred decided, ‘No, that can’t 
be because this giant had a love apple orchard, and lived in a land 
named for the river of mud.” 

Uncle Billy took a good laugh, to the discomfort of the wonder- 
ing children, as he informed them that they were partly right and 
partly wrong in their surmises, for in this case he figured as the big 
giant, and the orchard of love apples was, in common language, the 
tomato patch, and the river of mud nothing more nor less than the good 
old Missouri, which in the Indian language means “muddy water.” 

In the good old days, before people learned to eat tomatoes they 


were called “love apples,” and they were cultivated in pots and boxes 
as we do our house plants. 
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“But, Uncle Billy, you fooled us by calling things by different 
names, and you haven’t told us a thing about moon fairies, as you 
promised.” 

“Well, you see I am just coming to that part of my story,” re- 
plied Uncle Billy. “Do you remember that wonderful, swift winged 
little thing that came every evening to sip honey from the flowers, and 
reminded you of a humming bird, and which I told you was a sphinx ? 
Well, that’s the common name for our little moon fairy, sleeping in this 
tiny jug, waiting for the kiss of spring sunshine to break her enchant- 
ment. Now I'll put this little jug in a can of soil and place it in the 
fruit cellar, and in the spring we will put it where charming Prince 
Sun shall awaken our little sleeper.” 

“Tsn’t it wonderful, Uncle Billy, how it’s all done? First a funny 
little package, then a creeping greeny, and then a fairy with beautiful 
wings, that goes everywhere in the moonlight!” exclaimed Dolly. 

The children agreed that the real fairy tales were the best ones, 
and Uncle Billy was forced to promise more, before the children were 
willing to go to bed. 


THE ROAD TO FAIRYLAND 


Where is the road to fairyland? 
What is the shortest way ? 

Come, let us ask the flowers all, 
And see what they have to say? 


The little birds that sing so sweet 

_ Above us in the air, 

Will kindly tell us where to go; 
They surely have been there. 


And then, perhaps, when we have found 
The queen, so kind and true, 
She’ll touch us with her little wand 
And make us fairies, too. —Selected. 


TIT FOR TAT 


Six and nine had a falling out; 
I can’t say what it was all about, 
One was angry and said, “O, fie, 

_ You know you are worth three less than I.” 
The other cried, with a pout and frown, 
““You’re nothing but six turned upside down.” 


—H. R. Hudson. 
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Lesson 8, May 23, 1920. 
ISRAEL’S FIRST KING.—I Samuel 9:15, 10:24. 


GoLDEN TExT—Only fear [love] Jehovah, and serve him in truth 
with all your heart.—I Samuel 12:24. 

The Lord was very glad of the repentance of the Israelites, and 
he saw that they needed a king fo rule and help them. He told Samuel 


that he was sending a man who should be their king. Saul was the man 
whom the Lord sent, and as Samuel looked upon the tall, stately young 
man, he was pleased. He invited Saul to eat with him, and Saul and his 
servant were honored by being placed at the head of the table where there 
were seated thirty guests. After the meal, Samuel took Saul to his home for 
the night, and on the next morning he told him that the Lord had sent him 
there to be made the King of Israel. Saul was very much surprised, and 
being a very modest young man, he declared earnestly that he did not think 
himself fitted for such an exalted place. But Samuel persuaded him, and 
anointed him King of Israel. He then brought Saul forth before the 
people who rejoiced and were glad, and filled the air with shouts of “Long 
live the king!” Saul made a good leader for the Israelites. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Why do you think the Lord chose Saul to be King of Israel? Be- 
cause he was very modest and humble, and was not seeking something that 
would bring him great personal honor. 

What is the kingdom over which we are each a king or a queen? 
The kingdom of self. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—“‘/ love the Lord; and | 
serve him with all my heart.” : 


Li 
By MARY 


28 WEE WISDOM 


Lesson 9, May 30, 1920. 
JONATHAN AND HIS ARMOR-BEARER.—I Samuel 14:1-13. 
GoLDEN TExtT—Be strong and of good courage.—Joshua 1:6. 


In our last lesson we read how Saul was made King of Israel. He is 
now an older man, and Jonathan, his son, is a genuine hero of faith. A 
host of the Philistines were again troubling the Israelites, and Jonathan 
proposed that he and his armor-bearer alone should attack the Philistines. 
Just see what wonderful faith was his! He did not tell his father, for he 
knew that Saul had not such great faith in the power of God to deliver. 
So Jonathan and his armor-bearer, who was a very loyal and true young 
man, set out toward the camp of the Philistines. When the Philistines saw 
them approaching they shouted, “Come up to us, and we will shew you a 
thing,” which probably meant, “Just you dare to come near, and we'll 
teach you a lesson.” Still the two men advanced. The Philistines were 


weak, and doubtless very cowardly, for as Jonathan met them in a hand- 
to-hand fight, they fell before him. As the men continued to fall one by 
one, under Jonathan’s attack, terror was inspired in the hearts of those who 
remained, and they fled. Jonathan’s deed was more than brave; it was 
very daring. Military men today would think a person insane to attack 
a host of men single handed, yet Jonathan’s plan succeeded. Why? 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
What kept Jonathan unafraid of the Philistines? A pure heart and 
faith in God. 
Why were the Philistines unable to harm him? Evil is always power- 
less in the face of Good, which is the strongest force in the universe. 
Explain how we win such battles as this every day. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—“T trust in the Lord and 
he delivers me.” 


Lesson 10, JUNE 6, 1920. 
SAUL’S FAILURE.—I Samuel 15:13-26. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Thou hast rejected the word of Jehovah, and Je- 
hovah hath rejected thee—I Samuel 15:26. 


Saul was the King of Israel for many years, and Samuel remained 
his advisor and helper. Now we find the prophet, at the bidding of the 
Lord, telling Saul to destroy the tribe of Amalekites and all their posses- 
sions, even to their animals. So Saul gathered together his troops and 
prepared to carry out Samuel’s instruction. But a queer thing occurred. 
Saul thought he could serve both God and mammon, and he thought that 
he could deceive Samuel, so instead of utterly destroying the Amalekites 
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and their cattle, he kept out the best of the cattle, and destroyed the rest. 
When Samuel came to Saul again, Saul greeted him and said, “I have 
performed the commandment of Jehovah.” Then Samuel asked him what 
meant the bleating of sheep and the lowing of cattle which he could hear. 
Saul saw that his deception was discovered, and he attempted to lay the 
blame on his people; he said to Samuel that his men had saved out the best 
of the cattle to offer as a sacrifice to God. Samuel rebuked him for not 
obeying the Lord, telling him that had the Lord wanted any of the cattle 
saved for a sacrifice, he would have told him. He also informed Saul that 
because he had failed to obey the Lord he would no longer be the King 
of Israel. Saul repented bitterly, but it was of no use. He was rejected 
by Jehovah, and his friendship with Samuel (which had meant so much) 
was broken. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 
Tell in your own words what this lesson means to you, and what 
good points you get from it. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON— do not seek to deceive 
God nor my fellow man. I am true to the highest I know. 


Lesson I1, JUNE 13, 1920. 
A SHEPHERD BOY CHOSEN KING.—I Samuel 16:1-13. 


GoLDEN TEXT—The Spirit of Jehovah came mightily upon David 
from that day forward.—I Samuel 16:13. 


Since Saul refused to fully obey the Lord’s instructions, given him by 
Samuel, he was deprived of his place as Israel’s king. This grieved 
Samuel, for he had grown very fond of Saul, but the Lord bade him put 
away his grief, and go to Bethlehem, where he would be shown what to do. 
There is nothing like performing a service for the Lord, to cure one of 
grieving, and Samuel must have felt his heart grow lighter as he started 
upon his journey. When he reached Bethlehem he was shown that his 
mission there was to anoint a new king of Israel, whom the Lord would 
choose. He went to the home of Jesse, an elder of the church, and asked 
him to call together his sons, that he might see them. Jesse called them all 
but one, the youngest, who was out caring for the sheep. As the sons 
passed before Samuel, he noticed Eliab, a tall and handsome young fellow 
who looked every inch a king, and he thought, “Surely, this is Jehovah's 
choice.” But when he would have anointed Eliab, the Lord said to him, 
“That is not the man,” so he asked Jesse to call in the son who was out 
caring for the sheep. When David (for it was he) came into the room, 
Samuel knew he was the chosen one. You see when Samuel would have 


chosen Eliab, the Lord said to him, “Do not judge him by his splendid out- 
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ward appearance, but judge him by his heart.” This is the way God 
judges, and David’s face showed that he had a noble and kind heart. 
The family must have been much surprised to see Samuel anoint the 
humble shepherd boy as king of Israel. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Why is it that often those performing the humblest tasks are called 
upon to fill great places? Because in doing cheerfully what comes to their 
harids, they learn valuable lessons of patience and kindness and good will, 
which fit them for larger things. 

Whom does the Lord choose for kings now-a-days? Every boy and 
girl who has a pure heart and who is capable of caring well for his sheep 
(thoughts). 

Over what kingdom are they given dominion? Their own lives and 
affairs and all the thought-people in their worlds. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—My heart is right with 


| “THE PLACE WHERE THE HAREBELLS GROW 
‘ \W HEN. I looked, this morning, at the calendar which hangs 


over the kitchen table, I began taking off my apron and 
patting down my hair. It-is a pretty calendar, with the 
ie F picture of an old gray Dutch mill on it, and usually when 
“12 | I glance at it in the midst of a busy morning, it gives me a 
<2.a% | restful feeling. This morning, however, it was not the mill, 
but the date which drew my attention. 
“Why,” said I, “‘it’s Maytime! We must go down: to the place 
where the harebells grow.” 

Now, Maytime is wild flower time, you know. It-is one of the 
jolliest times in all the year. Isn’t it fun to go out hunting wild flowers? 
How every one scampers and races over the fields to gather the bright 
blossoms! How we shout, one to another, “Oh, here’s a pretty one!” 
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or, “Look! I’ve found a primrose!”” Then, when our arms are full, 
we can’t resist picking just one more. 

But the place where the harebells grow, is different. It isn’t in 
the country at all, and we discovered it quite by accident. We like 
very much, Sonny and I, to take long rambly walks. In the spring and 
fall we often start as soon as he gets home from school, and do not get 
back until time for Daddy to come home. 

One afternoon last spring we were walking where wonderful 
homes were set in grounds as beautiful as parks. We were drinking 
in the beauty of the tulips, and bridal wreaths, and early lilacs. Sud- 
denly in the corner of a stone wall, down under some shrubs, very close 
to where we were walking, I saw a mass of tiny harebells. The 
pleasure I had taken in the tulips and lilacs was nothing to the ex- 
ultant joy I felt in the discovery of that little nest of harebells. They 
do not flaunt themselves in the face of casual passers-by, but bloom 
steadily in their little nook, waiting for those who have eyes to see and 
hearts to understand. We stood, Son and I, and watched the slender 
thread-like stems topped with the dainty drooping bells, swaying in 
the breeze. I think we must have been so still that our souls took a 
message from the gently moving bells, for we walked more quietly, 
but with a peaceful, happy feeling that all was well in the world. The 
sight of a dogwood in bloom always makes me want to sing,. but the 
harebells made my heart sing, and the rest of me keep still. 

I have often thought how -many people walking by that stone 
wall fail to see our little flowers. Perhaps their eyes are on the flam- 
ing hedge of scarlet tulips on the hill. Well, those tulips are won- 
derful, but the little harebells are so dainty, and one needs to lean so 
close to see their beauty. 

May it not be that we are so busy looking for big, unusual things 
about which to be happy, that we forget to take full toll of joy from 
the little things in our daily lives? I have had a lesson just lately. 
‘Because of some law of God which I failed to obey, I was thirsty for 
eight long days without being able to drink the cool water for which I 
longed, and when at last I awoke from my dream and drank my {ill 
of clear, cool water, you have no idea how humble and thankful I 
was. Since then | never fail to enjoy to the full each drink of water, 
and to be thankful to the Giver of all good. 

Who could be otherwise than thankful in a world where there 
are birds and spring mornings, and cool water and harebells> And 
that is the reason why, when I looked at the calendar this morning, I 
took off my apron, and patted my hair. I was going down to the 
corner by the stone wall, and say “Good morning,” to my very dear 


friends, the harebells. 
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A FLOWER PUZZLE 
Contributed by Alma I. Manchester 


1. A number and a feature on all faces. 


2. A metal, the fourteenth letter of the alphabet and sixteen and 
one-half feet. 


3. A color and a girl’s name. 
4. Very dark, a part of the body, the letter “d,” and a girl’s 


name. 
a That which we love to see in the skies, and a cooking ma- 
terial. 
6. An Easter flower, a preposition, and something seen between 
two hills. 
7. A gentlewoman and a kind of shoe. 


8. A growth on the head and something used in all schoolhouses. 


SOLUTIONS TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLES 


1, butter-fly; 2, cat-er-pillar; 3, horn-et; 4, table-drawer; 
5, eraser; 6, c-lock-face; 7, Hen-ry Ford. 
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By BLANCHE 


Wherever she steps, 


The daisies grow, 


And violets, and prim- 


roses gay. 
She says with a smile 


And toss of her head, 


“a stay a few weeks, 


. 


1 may. 
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